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have left off." I now regret that I did not
preserve those articles.
The first exhibition at Liverpool being open, one
day there I observed a group of ladies drawing
towards the place where I stood. It was Mrs.
Lawrence. A lady stood next to her who attracted
my attention, particularly when Mrs. Lawrence
said, "My sister, Mrs. Robinson." I bowed and
fixed my eyes upon her, and was so struck with
the beauty and magnificent appearance of the
lady. She spoke to me in a low tone, but so
gentle, and in the sweetest voice I ever heard in my
life; her black eyes were remarkable for their soft-
ness. 1 will give a more particular description of
Mrs. Robinson further on. She was older than
myself by some years.
For days the splendid lady was present and
before my mental sight. On the Friday following
I received an invitation from Mrs. Robinson to
take tea at her parents' house on Sunday evening.
When the time arrived, and on my way there, my
spirits brightened up and flagged by turns. I
feared she would find me stupid, and be disappointed.
When I arrived I felt agitated. I was conducted
towards the drawing-room, and no sooner was my
name announced than Mrs. Robinson stepped forth
out of the drawing-room and met me in the passage,
giving me both her hands, which 1 pressed with
warmth. Her bracelets and chains of gold jingled